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. TORYHONESTY; 
| in a DIAL OGUE betvith « | 


WHIGGISH and a T 0: R T Evidence: 
Tory. H == Hullalow, Hullalow, a EB: undone, fait | 
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and trote a gra, the man with.the Club Foot has rob'd me of all 
my Honeſty. Ne ons 
Whig. Prethe how much badſt thou? | 
To. Oh cram a cree, I had a grain and a halt left me by my Father and Mother, 
and I hid it in my Box of Sneezing,. and this club-footed. fellow ſnatch'd it from 
me, and:ran away with it. 
* Wh, It'may be it was F. Arthur. hb | 
To. No, by St,. Patrick, I dare {wear he has none of itz hewould not take it up 
CRIES. EO. EA 7 
þ,\ Well,, but leave thy' howling, and. be. o d cheer, thy Loſs is not great, 
what great neceſlity is there for Honeſty > By wy 1 en Ceraion bo che 
Oaths and Perjuries,a man would ſwear thou never bad any. I thoughtthoi Tadd 
valued one grain of Sneezing before a pound of Honeſty. ' ; +: ..,, | 
- To. Yes, ſo. doe 3. but Lkept this-for. fear a:Parliament ſhould;com and! bad 
me without it : For-I- have heard. many. ſay, that Honeſty is the belt Policy - 
purpos'd to have kept Honeſty' in one Hand,, and Knavery in the other; for a 
/ double Dealer is the only thriving man 1n this Age. | -,, | 
Wh, Thouart a Fool to-think' that. Honeſty, will. lodge in a Box with Knavery:. - 
What agreement is therebetween God and Belial? No more than-there is between 
Hethrington and Mackyemarra,. or between Baurk,apd lay. | 
To. Oh but though I ſtink above ground. now; yet I intended | hereafter to be 
made ſweet; with,my grain and-a halt.of'H 3-and to tell the truly, I kept it 
to ſtayd like a\Msſes-1n the Gap, to keep, me from hanging ; I would not give a 
Potatoe for my Brogue full of it , but for fear of an after Clap. + _ 
Wb, Leave thy iblubbering1VMan,thon-art many, miles diſtant from a Parliament, 
To. That's: wy. Comfort; Whigs: but-to my; great - grief, I ſaw:in my Dream a 
ret; lopg; Scroll; of'all our Rogyeries, in my L--d Shaftsburg's. Hand, which he 
Read ;aſt-like arTahle:cloatly befofe the Parkawest; and Oh how it did-nettle 
me!' It put;me into ſuch a, violent Sweat,. thatwhen T awaked,;f aro" wap verily I 
had fallen into my Mother's bonny Clabber. Pot: . I, could. have wifht my; ſelf a 
ain of Barly, that my Father might have grinded 'me to Powder in his Quirn/2. 
y Heart was as heavy as ifT had been Hag-ridden: I had not one free part about 
mez one would have Rouge the Quakers had had a general Meeting in my Bo- 
dy; for every Member fell a trembling. That Scrole was juſt like Nebxchadatz- 
zar's Hand-writing upon the Wall: It made my Face look pale, and my Eyes hol- 
low, and my Knees ſmote'bne againſtanothet; Ifanvidd I had ſwallowed Quid's 
Metamorphoſis, there were ſuch ſtrange Shapes and Apparitions in my Imaginati- | 
ons: Now methought I ſaw Roger hang Strange 'Zee upon a Gibbet by the two 
Thumbs, and his Brother Harry Clytws weeping for fear of the fame Fate. Anon. 
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E: Ffancyed the Dew ke from his Ship in Paul's Church Yard,and the froth - 

-of Heraclytys7MiF Brains, and Gurgt hf omnimm - After th&t.methought 
there came half Worn - omthe Tower\with<thar Heads ift their Hands, 
and flarg thtm-at Old Nick, which ſery'd the Boys for Foot-balls, till their Brains 
were beat out; and then came the 'graveIFoar#e(1n her fable Weeds)with a Broom 

in Jand, and ſwept_themyup, apd ſold them to the Prieſts tor Relicks : 1 

11 to think6df my Honeſty. Oh thoutbt 1, what Wquld 1 not Fa ſe. 
<curetin this day of Vilzagpargl concejted/Thompſon;antl a wpols 7 ibe | 

g Evidences ran away faſter than the Embaſiador of Morocco's ſtriches could 

do, and Juſtice purſued;them, but co Id-yot overtake them z and the Proteſtants 

prick'd up their Ears, and >oarir IE a «rn By —_ I, what a 
doleful hat diſrqal Sights are _Veriyi :tch made Buttons,and 
Y RO ANT a ww when Fed Honeſty Thattloft my Life, ' 

Wh. Truly Honeſty is a Fewel though now burtlittle regarded by thoſe of your 

ng; ardT knownot How # aha get'tt again, unlels you' throw away your 
havery';"rake thy 'Advice"Tory, mourn for thy Perguries, and thy ill Pradtices; 
abhor them,and that Devil that put thee upon ſuch unwarrantable Adions: pre- 
fer not Roxtun Gold before Heavenly Graces 'nor the Promiſes of Mammon be. 
fore the Promiſes of God : Do' not niake a Vertue of Neceffity ; but let Honeſty 

Be thy DElight and thy Choice, when there is no Sign of a Parliaments appear- 
ing, as well as when they are at thy Elbow : My Life for thine Tory, there are 
many of your Crue who now abhor our Parliaments, that will wiſh with Balaam, 
that they had died the Death of the righteous 3 andthat their laſt end had been 
like theirs. | oe Wh | 
"To. Well, they go far wa perinſ. re I'm afraid of their meeting, tho' we 
uſe our utmoſt Intereſt to the contrary, by Sham-plots, Evil Council, and many 
_. "Wh. But if thou hadſt had but thy Grain and a half of Honeſty, tho wouldſt 
not have fear'd their Meeting, if thon feareſt a Parliament, only becauſe of a few 
falſe Oaths, what may they do who ſtop the Streams of Juſtice > What may they 
do'who abhor them,. and go quite contrary in all their Actionstothe Parliaments 

ood Will. and Pleaſure? What may they do who vilifie then, and abuſe them 
in Triumph, and labor by all means poffible to dethrone our good King, and ex- 
alt an evil Pope? Fas rin 

To. What muſt they do? They muſt go to hing hang 'em, by what Names or 
Titles ſoever they are dignify'd or diſtiſguiſh'd, whether the Right Reverend 
Square Caps, or the moſt Learned Round Caps, the raskally Penſhioners, or the 
Roguiſh Papſt Noll's Fidlers, or the Pope's Printers, the Popiſh Miſs, or the 
Devil's W1 — *. - 

Wh. ANT then when they come to take theirlaſt Degrees at the three leg'd Col- 
leflige, we ſhalt have ſome finging their late invented Song, Hey Boys up go we. O- 
thers the Old Song of —_— like their Foto Get, Fhownrt By d, Picke- 
ring, Plunket,Whitebread, &c. though there be a thouſand Witneſles againſt them. 

To. *Faith, now I think on't, I'd better turn in time, and be an honeſt hve, 
- than hang hereafter for being a knaviſh'Tory. 
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